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Three days after, their talk In the
mooniit garden Peter found chance
to speak alone to Cherry,

“Are you ready™ he asked,

[, *Quite!™ ghe sald, ralsing blue eyes
| to'his. :

“It's tomorrow, then, Qherry!" he
sald, ;

“Tomorrow I He saw the color ebb
from her fnce as she echoed him. This
was already laté sfternoon; ‘perhaps
her thoughts riced shead fo tomorrow
afternoon at this time whed they two
would be leanlng, on the rall of the
little” steamer, gazing out over the
smooth, boundless blue of the Paeifie,
| and alone in the world,

* “Tomorrow you will be minel" he
gald,

“That's all’ I think of,” she an-
swered. And now the color came up
in'a splendid wave of flame, and the
face thiat she turned toward his was

t with proud surreénder.

He told her the pumber of the dock;
they discussed trains, .

“We sall at eleven,” sald Peter, “but
I shall be there shortly after ten, [l
haye the baggage on board, everything

| ready; you only have to cross the

gplank. You have your baggage

: give it to me” ’ y
~They were walting In the car while
Allx marketed. Cherry opened her
 purse and gave him the punched card-

'l tell -Alix that I bave a last
dentist appointment at half-past ten"
she sald. “If she goes in with me,
we'll go to the very door. But she
gnys she can't come In tomorrow, any-

the letter ogn the way to the boat. . To-
morrow, theni"” was Cherry's only an-

‘| swer. “Im glad it's 30 goon.”

- L L L L] ). L] L

~Good-by ™ sald Cherry, leaning

over the side of the car to kiss her
Allx recelved the kiss, smiled,
and stretchied in the son,

“Henvenly day to waste in the city!”
sald Alix.

“T know!” Cherry sald nervously.
She had been so strangely nervoua
and distracted In manner all morning
that Alix had more than, once asked
her If there was anything wrong. Now

herty | 8he questioned her agaln.

" CHAPTER XV.

“You mustn't mind mel!” Cherry
sald with a Jaugh, “I'm desperately
unhappy,” she sald, her.eyes watering.

“T'd do anything in the world to help
Cerise!” "Allx sald sympathet-
feally, ' )

“I know you would, Bis! T belleve,”
Cherry sald, trembling, “that there's
nothing -you wouldn't give me!”

““That's - sald,” Alix answered

Allx embraced him lovingly.
“Well—if he wanted to go With
youl" ghe o :
he  wouldn't " :
Cherry, going to the train, gave

way. Tl write her tonight, and drop

. ‘“""._ ey b o TR
T think there's s boat at eleven
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“mssymption of easiness
traing, tickets, rallrond con-
‘business of any
He liked to lok
- elaborately while other people
running, liked to pull out his
watch and assure her that they had
@ Hme In the world, She tried
call @ number; left the booth, pald
staring girl, and rejoined him.
{'Busy !" she reported,
A\ *1 was jost thinking,” Martin sald,
we might stay in town and go
te ‘the Orpheum; how' about it? Do
we have to have Peter and Alix?"
Cherry flushed, fingered aguln, in
the well-remembered way, under all
her fright and stir. Her volce had
ita old bored note.
“Well, Martin, I've been their guest
for two months!”™
"~ “T'd just as soon have them!” Mar-
| tin conceded, Indifferently.
But the diverted throught had helped
Cherry, irritation had nerved her, and
. the reminder of Martin's old, trying

-| stoplditles had lessened her fear of

him.

“I've got to send a telegram—{for
Alix," ghe sald,

“What about?" he asked, less curi-
ous than fll-bred.

“Goodby to some people who are
sailing!” Cherry answered, calmly.
"Only don't mentiop It to Alix, because

.| T promised it would go earller!” she

in Utter Confusion She Looked Up.
It Was Martin!

volee, terrifyingly unexpected and yet
famlilar, addressed her, and a hand
was lald on her arm.
In utter confusion she looked up.
It 'was Martin who stopped her.
‘For a few dreadful seconds & sort

of vertigo seized Cherry and she was.

unable to collect her thqughts or to
speak even the most casual words of
greeting, She had been 80 full of her
extraordinary errand that she was be-
wildered und sick at its interroption;
her h thundered, her throat was
c¢hoked, and her knees shook beneath
her. Where was sghe—what was
known—how mniuch had she be-
trayed—

_ Gasping, trying to smile, she looked
up at him, while the fefry place
whirled about her and, pulges drommed
in ber ears. She had automatically
given him ber hand; now he kissed
her,. o

“Hello, Cherry; where you golng?'
for the third time,

“I came !nto town to shop,” she
faltered.

“You what? She had not really
been intelligible, and she felt it, with
arpang of fight. He must not suspect
—the steamer was there, only a short
‘block away; Peter might pass them;
it chance word might be fatal—he must
not suspect—

. “I'm shopping!" she' said distinetly,
with dry lips. And she magpaged to
smile, ' J

“Well," Martin said, “surprised to
see me?" p

“Oh, Martin—" sald her fluttered
volee, Even in the utter panic of
heart and soul she knew that for
safety's sake she must find his vanity.

“T'm going to tell you something
that will surprise you," he sald. “I'm
through with the Red Creek people!™
~%Martin " Cherry enunciated aimost
voicelessly, She looked from a flower
vendor to & newsboy, looked at the
cars, the people—she must not faint.
She must not faint ¢

“Well—but where dke you golng?
Home?"

_“T~was golog to the dentlst a min-
ute, but it's not important.", They
had ‘turned and were walking across
to the ferry, Bhe knew that there was
po way in which- she might escape
him. “What did you say?" she sald.

“T asked you when the next boat
left for Mul Valley?” »

YWe cap—go—find out” Cherry's
thoughts were spinning. She muyst
warn Peter somehow, It was twenty
minutes ©f eleven by the ferry clock.

' Twenty minutes of eleven, In twenty

minutes the boat would’ sail. She

‘thought “desperately of the women's

walting room .upstairs; she might
plead the . pecessity of felephoning
from it. But It bad but one door, and
Martin wonld walt at that door. . '

Suddenly she realized that her only
tiope of warning Petdr was to send

'R messenger, - But If Martin should

l to connect. her nelghborhood

_ with the boat, when he met her, and |
seiding of & message to Peter all

I added.
* “I saw the office back here," he told
[ Ber. They went to it together, and
be was within five feet of her while |
she ‘scribbled ber note, .
“Martin met me, Nothing wrong.
We are returning to Mill Valley. O,
L 8he glanced at her husband; he
| was standing in the doorway of the
| little office, emoking. Quickly she ad-
| dressed the envelope. “Don't read
that pame out loud,” she said, softly
but very slowly and distinetly, to the
girl at the desk. She put a gold plece
down on the note. “Keep the change,
and for God's sake get that to the
Harvard, salling from Dock 67, before
eleven |” she said. _
| _The girl looked up in surprise; but
rose immedlately to the occasion,
Cherry's beauty, her agonlzed eyes
and volce, swere enough to awaken her
sense of the dramatic. A sharp rap
the clerk's pencil summoned a boy.
ieorge, there's x dollar In that for
you if you deliver it before eleven to
the Harvard!” sdld she.” The boy
selzed It, stuck it In his bat, and fled.
“And now for the boat!” Cherry
sald, rejoining Martin, and speaking
In almost her natural volce, * They .
went back to the Sausalito ferry en- !
trance agaln, and this time telephoned

found themselves on the upper deck of
the boat, bound for the valley, i
Until now, and In occasional rushes
of terror still, she had been absorbed
in the hideous” necessity of ‘decelving, |
of covering her own traces, of antici- |
pating and elosing possible avenues
of betrayal. Bui pow Cherry began
| to breutbe more easlly, and to feel
| rising about her, like a tide, the haif-
| forgotten consclousness: of her rela-
tlonship with this man in the boldly-
checked sult who was sitting beside |
| her, She had thought to escape the |
| necessity of telling him that she was '
| not willing to rétarn to him; she had |
| been wrapped in dreams so great and
' 80 wonderful that the thought of his
anger and resentment had been as noth-
ing to her. But she had that to face
| Jow, .
- 8he had 1t to face immedintely, too,
She knew that every hour of post-
ponement would cost her fresh humili-
ations and difficulties, and as the boat
slipped smoothly past the Island that
roughly marked the halfway point,
she gathered all her forces for the
trial. | The one distinet Impression she
had m Martin was the appalling
one that he dld not dream that she
bad decided to sever their union com-

pletely atd finally. * i
‘“Well, how's the valley? Bore you
to death? he interrupted the flow of
his own-tople to ask carelessly.
"“Oh, no, Martin!" she quivered.’ “I
—I love It there! 1 always loved ItI"
“Allx Is a fine girl—she's a nice
glrl," Martin conceded. “But I can't
g0 Peter! He may be all right, all |
that lahydl-dah and Omar Khayyam
| and Browning stuff may be all right,
but I don't get it!" And he yawned
contentédly lu' the sunshine, i

After a few seconds he gave Cher-

Allx' in real earnest, and presently

Cherry began, “any contributory fault,
1 mean—-" ;

“Talk  United States!” Martin
growled; smiling, but on guard.

“Well, I think our marriage was one
of those!" Cherry said.

“What have you got to kick about?
Martind asked, after a pause, -

“I'm not kicking!"™ Cherry answered,
with quick resentment.  “But I wish
I bad words to make you realize how
I feel about it!"

Martin looked gloomily up at her,
and shrogged.

“This is a sweet welcome from your
wife!” he observed. But as she re-
garded him with troubled and earnest
eyes, perhaps her half-forgotten beau-
ty made an unexpected appenl to him,
for he turned toward her and eyed
her with a large tolerance; “What's
the matter, Cherry?” he asked. “It
doesn't seem to me that you've got
much to*kick about. Haven't 1 always
taken pretty good care of you? Didn't
I take the house and move the things
in; dide't T leave you a whole month,
while I ate at that rotten boarding-
house, when your father died; haven't
I let you have—how long Is it?—seven

| weeks, by George, with your sister?"

Cherry recognized the tones of his
old arraigning volce. He felt himself
l-treated.

“Now you come In fur thls money,” .

he began.

hotly:
“Martin, you know that is not true!”
“Isn't it true that the instant you

But she Aorerrupted him

4 can tnke care of yourself you begin

1o talk about not being happy. and
so on!" he asked, without any par-
tienlar feeling. “You bet you da! Why,
I never cared anything about that
money, you never heard me speak of
it. 1 always felt that by the time the
lawyers and the helrs and the wit-
nesses got through, there wouldn't be
much left of it, anyway !"

Too rich in her new position of the
woman beloved by Peter to quarrel
with Martin in the old unhappy fash-
fon, Cherry lald an appealing hand
on his arm. '

“I'm sorry to meet you with this
sort of thing,” she said, simply, “I
blame mygelf now for not writing yon
just how I've come to feel about it]

We must make some arrangement for
the future—things can't be as they
were "

“You've had it all your way ever
slnce we were married,” he began.
“Now you blame me——"

“l don't blame you, Martin!"

“Well, what do you want a divorce
for, then?"

“] don't even say anything about
a divorce,” Cherry sald, fighting for

Cherry Lald an Appealing Hand on
His Arm.

time only. “But I can't go back!" she
added, with a sudden force and con-
viction that reached hitn at last.
“Why can't you?” <
“Because you don't love me, Muar
tin, and—you know It!—I don't love
“Well, but you can't expect the way
we felt when we got married to last
forever," he said, clymsily, ‘Do you
suppose other men and women talk
this- way when the—the novelty has
worn off 7 '
“l1 don't know how they talk. I only
know how I feell" Cherry sald, chllled

do? For the Lord's sake don't make
a scene until you and | have a chance
to talk this over guietly——" -

Cherry’s thoughts were with Peter.
In her soul she felt as If his arm was
about ber, as If she were pouring out
to him the whole troubled story, sure
that he qrould rescue and console her.
She bad wiped her eyes, and some-
what recovered caim, but she trusted
herself only to shrug her shoulder as
she preceded Martin to the tralm,

There was no time for another word,
for Allx suddenly took possession of .
them. She bad had tine to bring the
car all the six guiles to Sausalito, and
meant to drive them direct 1o the val-
ley from there,

“ She greeted Martin affectionately,
although even while she did se her
eyes went with a gqulck, worried loek
to Cherry. They had been guarteling,
of course—It wus too bad, Allx
thought, but her own course was clear,
Until she could take her cue from
them, she must treat them both with
cheerful  unconsclousuess of the
storm.

They reached the valley and Martia
was magnanituous about the delayed
lunch. Anything would do for him,
he sald; he was taking a couple of
days' holiday, and everything went
Kow wus chopping wood after lunch,
and he souutered out to the block with
suggestions; Alix, laying a fire for ths
evening, simpy becuuse she liked to
do that sort of work, was favored with
directions. Finally Martin pushed her
aslde.

“Here, let me do that,” he said

“You'd have au fine fire here, at that
rate!"

Later he went down to the old house
with them, to spend there an howr
thut was trying to both women, R
wag almost In order now; Cherry had
pleased her simple fancy in the matter
of hangings and papering, and te
effect was fresh and good. y

“Girls golng to rent this?" Marée
asked.

“Unless yon and Cherry come Wwe
here,” Alix sald boldly. He smlied
tolerantly.

“Why should we?"

“Well, why shouldn't youY

“Loafing, eh?"

“No, not loafing. But you could
transfer your work to San Francisce,
couldn’t you?"

Martin smiled a deep, wise, loag-
enduring smile.

“Oh, you'd get me a job, I suppose¥”
he asked, “I love the way you women
try to run things,” he added, “but I
gness I'll paddle my own canoe for a
while longer!”

“There Is no earthly reason why you
shouldn't live here,” Allx saild pleas-
antly.

“There is no earthly reason why we
should!" Martin returned. He was
annoyed by a suspicion that Alix and
Cherry had arranged Between them to
make this plan the alternative to a
divorce. “To tell you the honest truth,
I don’t llke ALill Valley!"

Alix tasted despair. Small hope of
preserving this particular relationship.
He was, as Cherry had said, “impos-
sible.”

“Well, we must try to make you like
Mill Valley better!” she sald with
resolute good-nature. "Of course, It
means a lot to Cherry and to me to be
near ieach other!"

“That may be true, too,” Martia
agreed, taking the front seat agala
for the drive home, »

Alix wag surprised at Cherry’s pas-
glvity and silence, but Cherry was
wrapped In a sick and nervous dream,
unable either to interpret the present
or face the future with any courage.
Before luncheon he had followed fer
into her room and had put his arm
about her. But she had quietly shakem
him off, with the nervous murmur:
“Please—no, don't kiss me, Martinl™

Stung, Martin had Immediately
dropped his arm, had shrugged his
shoulders Indifferently and lavghed:
scornfully. Now he remarked to Alix,
with some bravado:

“You girls still sleeping out?”

“Oh, always—we all dol" Alix had
answered readily. “Peter has an ea-
tra bunk on his porch; Cherry and I
have my porch, But you can be eut
or In, as you choose|”

Martin ventured an answer that
made Cherry's eyes glint angrily and
brought a quick, embarrassed fiush te
Alix’'s face, Allx did not enjoy =
certaln type of joking, and she did not
concede Martin even the ghost of a

Pk

smile, He immediately sobered and




